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caverns cried so hideously that I imagined the wailing of
spirits of martyred Christians. We spent long hours on the
Pincio, and I remember as we walked up the hill he com-
plained bitterly of the paving stones which stood between him
and God's earth. This love of the soil, of the touch of it
and the smell of it, was profoundly developed in him and has
remained with me ever since, almost a passion.

Before we parted he told me I should marry. It would be
more than ever difficult for me to live at home, he said, now
that I had tasted of freedom and the life I loved. I protested
that I could only marry an Italian, and he answered that
Italy should always be a garden and a holiday, not a cook-
house, a washhouse and a nursery! I must marry someone
who, not being Italian, could afford to give me Italian days.
This counsel he planted firmly in my mind. I had got to marry;
it was more than mere suggestion, though suggestions from
Tiberio generally matured into facts.

And so we parted, I dismally to England, and he to rejoin
his Queen in a petty German court!

XI

My father was now deeply concerned about me, and per-
plexed. He seemed to think that some very definite decision
of his could alter the direction upon which I was sailing, but
he did not know what sort of a decision it should be. To him
Italy was obviously a waste of time, but London seasons were
evidently a waste of money, and yet I contained material
with which something worth while could be made. But
what ?

From Vancouver he wrote for advice to my guide, philo-
sopher and friend at Rye, believing rightly no doubt that
Henry James understood me as my family did not and could
give him direction as to my vocation. Before the letter reached
Henry I had chosen my vocation; I had got engaged all of
a sudden and unexpectedly to Wilfred Sheridan. The flatter-
ing and superlative reply that was mailed back to my father
did little, however, to placate him.